CHAPTER 48 


May 30, 2011 


“Ugh... Whose blood is this? Oh. Oh that’s my blood. That’s a LOT of my blood.” 


Justin pushed himself off of the floor, a small puddle of dried blood where his head 
had been resting. He groaned a bit as he stood back up, his back sore from laying 
against the cement floor, as he pressed his hand against his head. He felt a pretty 
big cut along the side of his skull, though given the texture of it; he’d guessed it had 
scabbed over. Justin sighed slightly. He had to guess that the iron-tip on his 
shadow’s boot had ended up piercing the skin. He was just glad it healed; losing too 
much blood in the head is not a good thing. 


He straightened his back out slightly, before dusting off some dust from his arms. 
He wasn’t entirely sure where he woke up this time, but it sure as hell wasn’t the 
same place he had met his shadow. The room was much too narrow, although the 
chains and hooks were still there, and the walls did seem to be lined with barbed 
wire. He had to wonder what the practicality of doing that was. At least, he did until 
he turned around. Justin’s jaw dropped almost immediately, his eyes wide with 
terror. In front of him was a spiral staircase, swirling up into the sky. It certainly 
wasn’t a small one by any means either. Justin bit his bottom lit slightly before 
backing away from the staircase. 


“No. No, fuck that!” 
As the words left his mouth, Justin heard the echo of a familiar voice. 
“Aww, what’s wrong? Afraid of those big bad stairs?” 


“Fuck you, | ain’t climbing shit.” Justin screamed towards the ceiling. There was no 
discernible source of the voice, what with the way it echoed throughout the 
stairwell. 


“Oh, that’s really too bad. You’re guests are going to be so 
disappointed...” 


“What the fuck are you talking about now?” 


“You know, it would be a real shame if your friends were to come all the 
way here to rescue you and you didn’t even show up. I mean, I guess | 
could always entertain them myself if you’re not up for it... What do you 
think? Six shell Russian roulette’s still a popular party game, right?” 


“You motherfucker...” 


“The clock’s ticking, kid. | suggest you start climbing.” 


Justin looked about the room once again, eyeing the stairs, then the walls, then the 
barbed wire that lined it. It made sense now what the barbed wire was there for. If 
Justin started to get sick to his stomach, he wouldn’t be able to use the wall for 
support without stabbing his hand into the barbed wire. Justin was starting to regret 
making that Saw joke at this point. He didn’t think his shadow was actually going to 
make a twisted game out of this. Justin breathed heavily for a moment, before 
clutching his hands into fists and slowly making his way up the stairs. 


“| just don’t understand. That wasn’t like Justin at all.” Yukiko spoke to the rest of 
the group. 


They were all standing in front of the entrance television at Junes, discussing what 
had aired on the Midnight Channel the night prior. Everyone seemed confused by 
Justin’s shadow’s declaration of ‘purifying the land of humanity.’ | mean, sure, they 
all knew Justin was a renegade of sorts, but they all knew deep down he wouldn’t 
ever do something like this. It had to be his shadow twisting things out of 
proportion; it just had to. 


“| don’t know... You remember those election speeches he gave? About 
overthrowing the student government.” Yosuke questioned out loud. 


“I’m pretty sure that was supposed to be a joke.” Yu added a slightly disappointed 
look on his face. Yosuke should have had more faith in Justin’s sanity than that. 
“Besides, overthrowing the government is a lot different than the systematic 
destruction of the human race.” 


“Yeah, | guess...” 


Chie didn’t so much as pipe up during this entire conversation. Her mind was still 
trying to make sense of Justin’s shadow’s message. Why? Why would Justin ever 
think something like that? Hell, did he even think that, or was that just his shadow 
talking. And then there was the part where his shadow outright addressed her 
through the screen. Chie wasn’t even sure she was comfortable jumping into the 
television anymore. What if his shadow hadn't been bluffing; that he really would 
kill Justin if she made her way inside... But... She couldn’t just leave Justin to his 
fate, could she? She could never forgive herself; no, she could never LIVE with 
herself if she abandoned him like that, leaving him to die at his out of control 
emotions’ hands. 


“Chie...? Are you alright?” Yosuke questioned, interrupting Chie’s thoughts. She 
blinked a few times before shaking her head, snapping herself back into reality. 


“Not really, no.” 


“Hey, he'll be alright. | promise.” Under any other circumstances, Chie probably 
would have laughed at Yosuke for that one. He probably didn’t even give a fuck if 
Justin lived or died; | mean, the two hated each other for Christ’s sake. Instead Chie 
simply averted her eyes back down to the ground, a sigh on her breath. Yosuke 
grimaced slightly. He hated seeing her beat herself up like this. They’d save Justin, 
Yosuke was willing to stake his life on it. 


“Well moping about here isn’t going to save Justin any quicker.” Chie finally spoke 
up, Snapping out of her daze. “Everyone ready?” 


The entire group gave a nod of their head before Chie stepped through the screen. 
Or at least, she had started to, when Yosuke grabbed her by her jacket and pulled 
her back out, causing her to tumble backwards, knocking the two of them down. 
Yukiko couldn’t stop herself from laughing at the incident, while Yu simply had to 
hide his face in his palm. Chie stood up almost immediately, a glare on her face. 


“Oh, what the hell Yosuke!” She shouted, stomping her foot in the ground. 


“We still haven’t told them about Maya...” He groaned from his position on the floor. 
You wouldn’t know it just from looking at her, but Chie apparently weighed a lot. 
Yosuke felt like he had just been sat on by an elephant. Not that he would ever let 
Chie hear that comparison, he valued his balls enough. Chie’s glare softened only 
Slightly. She really wished Yosuke hadn’t pulled her back like that, regardless of his 
intention. Yu suddenly dropped his hand from his face, a look of confusion having 
been hidden behind his knuckles. 


“Maya? Wait, what does Maya have to do with this?” Yu spoke up in confusion. 
“Well, you know how Chie has Justin’s phone right now?” Yosuke tried to explain. 
“Yeah?” 


“You remember Kurt right? Well Kurt managed to find Maya’s number, and gave it 
to Justin. The first call didn’t go over so well...” Chie tried to summarize in as few 
words as possible, “But, then Justin got a callback from her yesterday. So | picked it 
up, and guess what? Turns out she saw him on the Midnight Channel too.” 


“Hold on, wait a second... Doesn’t Maya live in California?” Yu questioned. 


"Well, it’s a 310 number, and according to Wikipedia, that’s in the Los Angeles area. 
So yes.” 


“So then... the Midnight Channel is airing over there too?” 


Yukiko had only just finished laughing as those words struck her ears, at which point 
she immediately cut off. Her happy expression soon changed to one of shock and 
concern. So did Yu’s, of course, though Yosuke’s and Chie’s faces seemed 


completely unfazed by the connection Yu had drawn. They already knew Maya had 
seen the channel before, so it didn’t exactly strike them as odd. 


“Maya said that she and Justin used to watch it all the time, but no one actually 
showed up on it.” Yosuke casually explained. Yu tossed the corners of his mouth to 
both sides before sighing slightly. If no one showed up, then that meant that there 
was probably no murders connected to it in California; though he did have to 
wonder why it was airing over there in the first place if that was a the case. 


“That’s beside the point. Turns out, she was making this call from inside the 
television.” Chie interrupted their inquiries into the Midnight Channel’s appearance 
in California. 


“What? But don’t you-- “ 


“You get reception within a certain distance from the televisions.” Chie cut Yu off, 
already knowing what he was going to say. 


“Long story short, Maya’s going to be helping us look for Justin.” Yosuke spoke up, 
quickly cutting off Chie. Chie couldn't really tell why, but she presumed it was 
because he didn’t want her spilling the beans on his awkward attempts at flirting 
with Maya. 


“So... Don’t kill whoever’s standing on the other side. Got it.” Yu joked slightly, 
before giving a nod to the two, allowing them to go through first. Chie took the lead, 
followed by Yosuke, then Yukiko and Yu; though there was some awkward confusion 
between the two as to which was supposed to go in first. They both tried to go in at 
once at first before Yu eventually conceded right of way to Yukiko; after all, ladies 
first. 


Chie was a little confused when she entered the television to see not a single hide 
nor hair of Maya. Nor Teddie, now that she thought about it. Yu and Yukiko seemed 
especially baffled. They ad gone through al Ithat trouble to explain that Maya would 
be in here, yet, there was no trace of anybody besides from themselves. Chie 
scrunched her brow in slight confusion, before calling out Maya’s name. 


“Maya? Teddie?” 
“Over here.” 


The sound of Maya’s voice coming from behind them made Chie practically jump 
out of her clothes. She hadn’t actually expected an answer when she didn’t even 
see Maya. In actuality, Maya had been sitting down next to the television, her back 
leaning against them, listening to her iPod. No one had seen her since she had been 
at the side of their entry point, as opposed to, say, the front. Teddie was with her 
too, standing just to her left, looking over her as she listened to whatever it was she 
was listening too. It was actually kind of creepy now that Chie thought about it. 


“Jesus Christ, Maya! You scared the shit out of me!” 


“Sorry, I’ve been waiting for a while, so | figured it’d be alright if | sat down while | 
wait.” She gave a slight nod to Chie before turning her attention to the two mystery 
figures standing with her. “You must be the friends Chie told me about. Maya.” She 
said, extending her hand to shake each of theirs. 


“Yu Narukami.” Yu declared, a stern, but slightly pleased look on his face. 


“O-Oh, hello. I’m Yukiko Amagi.” Yukiko responded, a wide smile on her face. Maya 
gave her a smile of her own as she let go of her grip on Yukiko’s hand. 


“Alright then, now that introductions are out of the way; | had Teddie try to sniff 
Justin out while we waited. He found him about a good hour or so ago, so we should 
be all set to depart.” 


“Wow, you're sure taking a lot of initiative.” Chie added on impressed. 


“Why wouldn’t |?” She rebutted, a shrug on her shoulders. “Alright Teddie, lead the 
way.” 


“Yes ma’am!” He responded with an awkward looking salute. The investigation 
team all gave him a funny look, though Maya seemed to have found amusement in 
the gesture, giving the slight chuckle that came out of her mouth. 


“1... Am going... To MURDER him!” Justin screamed in between breaths. 


He was an all fours at this point as he tried to climb up the stairs. He had been 
walking for a good few hours, and still it seemed like the end wasn’t in sight. He 
couldn’t stand at this point, he just couldn’t. He had thrown up at least three times 
on his way up; one of which while he was crawling on his knees, the vomit splashing 
against his pants. He had to make a mental note to burn these when he got home. 


And on the topic of vomit, Justin’s stomach started to twist and turn again, mucus 
making its way up from his chest cavity once again. He was sure to spit it off to the 
side this time though, the green substance rolling down the stairs as it splattered 
against the concrete. Much to Justin’s displeasure, it seemed he had puked up a bit 
of blood too; probably from vomiting so much in the past few hours. Justin just 
wanted to lie down and die at this point; anything but climb another step of this 
staircase. But this wasn’t just about him anymore. His shadow had threatened his 
friends and the girl he loved, and now, Justin wouldn’t stop until he put a bullet right 
in between his shadow’s fucking eyes. 


All the same, though, he couldn’t climb a single step more until he calmed down. He 
rolled over from his crawling position, being careful not to slip down the steps in the 
process, before shifting to a sitting position. He breathed in and out heavily before 


shuffling through his pockets. He had to thank god briefly knowing that his shadow 
had enough mercy to leave him his cigarettes and lighter. He pulled one out and lit 
it, before placing the cigarette in-between his teeth, inhaling the fumes as he put 
the lighter and pack of cigarettes away. 


As Justin sat there, a smoke in his mouth, he started to think. Ever since his shadow 
had captured him, he had remembered everything about Maya. He didn’t know 
why, and he didn’t care. All he knew was that he didn’t like the way the story ended 
for him. He would never be able to look at Maya the same way again. He had 
thought the whole ‘mugging’ angle was bad, but what happened after that... He was 
a fool to have not seen it coming. 


December 8, 2009 


“Maya...? Where the hell did you get all these cigarette cartons from?” 


Maya had made her way into Justin’s house in the middle of the day. Justin still had 
a nasty virus from earlier that week, so he was thankfully alone when she burst 
through the door with a bag full of illegally obtained cigarettes. Maya dropped the 
bag next to the television, handing a single carton off to Justin, a wide smile on her 
face. 


“Il had this brilliant idea yesterday. You remember how Teddie said | was the only 
one who could get in and out?” Maya asked rhetorically, an expression of 
excitement on her face. 


“Yeah?” 


“Well, | had a thought. What if we could hide stuff in there; stuff that someone 
would pay to have hidden from the public?” 


“We are not hiding dead bodies inside my television.” 
“No you idiot! I’m talking about Kurt’s merchandise!” 


Justin blinked twice before looking around the room. He wasn’t looking for anything 
particular, it was more of an ‘averting eye contact because that is the stupidest 
fucking thing I’ve ever heard,’ kind of looking around the room. 


“Maya... That is the WORST idea I’ve ever heard.” 


“What are you talking about!?” She shouted at him, her look of excitement soon 
fading into an aggressive stare. “We are literally being paid to do a service only | 
can provide, and an easy one at that. We literally own a monopoly on this.” 


“You are literally handling illegal goods inside the house of an FBI Agent right now, 
Maya. Even if this were a good idea, which it’s not, you have got to be kidding me to 
tell me that you honestly believe that this would be a good place to store it.” 


“C’mon, it’s not like he’ll find it inside the television!” 


“No, but he’ll sure as hell find it in your hands when you walk through the door with 
them!” 


“Jesus Christ, Justin, why can’t you let me have this ONE thing! You know | need the 
money!” 


“Then get a job!” 
“This is a job!” 
“It’s a crime! Huge difference!” 


Maya glared at Justin for a few seconds before snatching the carton from out of his 
hand and throwing it back in the plastic bag she had been storing it in. Justin had 
expected that to be the end of it, but then Maya started to walk up to the television; 
even though Justin clearly told her he wasn’t going to allow it. He quickly dashed up 
to the screen, standing in front of it to block Maya’s entry point. Maya was very 
clearly pissed off at this point. 


“Move out of the way Justin.” 
“No.” 


“It’s my life, goddammit! Stop treating me like some little kid! | can make my own 
decisions!” 


“You want to go ruin your life, go into underground crime, fine. You go do that. But 
you’re not doing it with my TV, and you’re not doing it in my house.” 


Maya starred at Justin for a brief while before backing up and turning towards the 
door. He was supposed to be her friend, yet when she finally had a way of getting 
out of the impoverished life, to get out of the slums, Justin wouldn’t so much as 
help? She didn’t need this from him. She shook her head at him, a glare on her face 
before turning to walk out of his house, cigarettes in hand. She’d find another way; 
somehow or another. 


Justin sighed slightly as Maya slammed the door behind her. He knew this meant a 
lot to her, but he just couldn’t let her go through with it. She might think it was all 
glam and glory now, but once she’d dug her own grave in the crime life, she’d soon 
regret it. Every fortune comes with a price, after all. Justin couldn’t stop her from 
paying a price, but he’d damn sure pick the right one. He averted his eyes to the 
ground for a short moment before heading to the door to lock it. Maya didn’t have a 


television, so as long as Justin kept his door shut, Maya would have nowhere to turn 
to dispose of her goods. That was the best he could do to stop her at this point. He 
yawned slightly before heading back upstairs to sleep his illness away. 


May 30, 2011 


“He’s in here somewhere.” Teddie announced to the rest of the group, stopping 
outside an old apartment building. The investigation team seemed confused; after 
all, this clearly wasn’t the same place as where his shadow had been on the show. 
In a way, it gave Chie a certain sense of hope. The more things that were fabricated 
in that show, the more likely it was the stuff Justin’s shadow was spewing out was 
false. 


Chie had smiled slightly, looking around the group, though her mouth soon curved 
downwards when she laid her eyes on Maya. Her lips were quivering, her eyes were 
shaking, her legs bent inwards in a slightly weakened position. She looked 
frightened out of her goddamned mind. 


“Maya...? You don’t look so good...” 


“This... This place... This is where it all happened...” She choked up, her voice 
barely audible. Her voice seemed to shake as the words left her mouth. Whatever 
this place was, it certainly didn’t sit right with her. The group all looked on 
concerned. It made sense that this place wouldn’t sit well with Maya too, since they 
had established Justin’s shadow was based on lost memories of Maya. 


Wait a second... That’s right... Justin’s shadow WAS based on a memory. So then all 
that stuff that came out of the shadow’s mouth last night... None of it should be 
true, right? Chie sighed in slight relief, careful to make it not sound as though her 
sigh pertained to Maya’s sudden strike of fear. Back on the previous line of thinking, 
Justin’s shadow was based on memories of Maya. So... Whatever it was Justin had 
feared, Maya should be familiar with it. But... What was to be afraid of an old 
apartment building? Is this where whatever that mugging thing happened? 


“Where it all happened? Where what happened?” Yukiko asked, completely 
oblivious to the state of fear Maya had been in. 


“1-1...” Maya choked up again. She couldn’t force herself to talk about her 
experience. Maya soon started to wrap her arms around her chest, hugging them 
close to her body. Her face grew pale, as she angled it towards the ground, unable 
to make eye contact with the towering apartment complex in front of her. Chie’s 
eyebrows raised in pity. She remembered Maya saying something about a traumatic 


experience... Maybe it was related to this? After all, Chie couldn’t think of any other 
reason to be so afraid of a building. 


“It’s alright Maya. You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want.” Yosuke 
interrupted. Chie was a bit surprised to find that Yosuke would be the understanding 
one, since he usually was the one who started shit most of the time in the first 
place. “Are you going to be alright? Y-You don’t have to come in with us if--“ 


“No!” Maya shouted, shooting her eyes back up at Yosuke, her chest seeming to 
inflate and deflate at an alarmingly fast rate. “Justin’s in there, right? | have to help 
him.” 


“We can handle it you know. We don’t want you making yourself sick...” Yosuke 
said, making his way up to Maya before putting his hand on her shoulder. Maya 
responded by looking up at Yosuke, her eyes still flickering back and forth in fear, 
her eyebrows lowered in sadness. 


“I-I'll be fine.” She eventually spoke up, shrugging Yosuke’s hand off and making 
her way to the forefront of the group. She realized that as long as she stood there 
like that, the more people would be trying to force her to get back. She appreciated 
the gesture, but time was of the essence. Justin’s safety was at a lot more risk than 
her feelings. Maya had started taking the lead inside the building, the investigation 
team following confusedly behind when they all seemed to be knocked back by a 
sudden gust of force. Purple smoke filled the air, obscuring their view as they all laid 
flat on their assess looking into the source of the sudden explosion. 


“Good evening, ladies and gentleman. So nice to see we have some 
volunteers for the massacre!” 


The smoke cleared, the familiar figure of Justin’s shadow emerging from it, dictator 
suit and all. He smirked at the group as he marched inbetween them, their hands 
still covering their faces from the smoke that was now filling the air. 


“Where the hell is Justin!” Chie screamed at the shadow, standing back up on her 
two feet. The others still laid on the ground though, for some reason finding it 
difficult to stand up on their feet. As much as they tried to force their legs up, they 
simply couldn’t get them to budge. The shadow raised an eyebrow at Chie, a smirk 
still on his face all the same. 


“Well look at you. Aren’t you a big girl standing up all on your own?” The 
shadow mocked her, as he leaned on his cane. Now that Justin’s shadow mentioned 
it, Chie’s legs did seem kind of stiff when she went to stand up; though she couldn’t 
quite explain it. 


“The hell does that mean!” 


“Chie... W-We can’t move our legs!” Yosuke shouted, noticing that the others 
seemed to be having trouble standing up too. Chie shot him a surprised look before 
staring at her own legs. She could move them, but just barely. They felt heavy, and 
it took more than a little force to lift them up off the ground. Actually, as she looked 
around the group, she noticed Maya’s legs had started to twitch a bit too. She 
clearly had a lot less control than Chie did, but some control all the same. Chie shot 
a glance up to Justin’s shadow, who had been slowly making his way over to her, 
taping his cane along the way. 


“My, the amount of willpower in this one.” He joked with outstretched arms, 
before stopping mere inches away from Chie. She wanted to kick him right in his 
crotch while he was there, but she couldn’t seem to move any of her limbs more 
than a little at a time. His shadow suddenly placed his hand underneath her chin, 
lifting her head ever so slightly, his face mere centimeters away from hers. “But 
alas, your will is futile. You will die here with all the others all the same. 
Such a shame.” 


“Where’s Justin.” Chie grunted back into his face, still dangerously close to hers. If 
the team hadn’t known better, it almost looked like Justin’s shadow was trying to 
kiss her. 


“I told you not to come here didn’t 1?” 


Chie’s eyes widened slightly, here eyebrows raising just the tiniest bit. Her teeth 
were still clenched together though, and her fists were still clumped up into a ball. 


“You didn’t...” 
“And what would you do if | said I did?” 


Chie’s chest beat in and out quickly. Furious would be a huge understatement to 
describe her rage right now. She wasn’t sure if Justin’s shadow was bluffing or not, 
but she didn’t care. Where before she seemed to have little to no control over her 
body, her pure hatred and aggression seemed to override whatever it was the 
shadow had done to inhibit her movement. She pulled her head back before 
thrusting it forward into the shadow’s skull, and hard too. As the shadow walked 
backward from the blow, Chie could see that her blow had managed to pierce 
through the shadow’s skin, purple blood leaking from his forehead. Some of it had 
managed to get on Chie’s face as well, but she didn’t notice. The shadow only 
seemed amused by her attack, however, as he stumbled backwards. He laughed a 
wicked laugh as he regained his balance. 


“Now this one | like! Aggressive little bitch aren’t ya?” He chukled slightly 
for a bit, lowering his gaze for abit, as he searched around his waistband for 
something; his holster to be more precise. “You’ll be the first to die.” His hand 
darted for his revolver, pulling it out and firing a shot in one swift movement. But 


the bullet didn’t hit Chie; for at that exact moment, Maya had jumped up from 
where she had been laying, grabbing a hold of Justin’s shadow, throwing his aim 
completely off in surprise. Instead of hitting Chie, the bullet instead hit the roof 
above him. 


Suddenly Maya and Justin’s shadow became entangled in a war to get a hold of the 
weapon, both with their hands on the magnum. Maya had been on top, where as 
Justin’s shadow was at the bottom. While Maya struggled to grab the weapon from 
Justin’s shadow, he simply started to laugh. 


“Well if it isn’t my California Queen!” 


Maya’s struggle to grab a hold of the gun suddenly slowed down. The shadow’s 
voice had suddenly shifted from Justin’s voice, to hers. More specifically HER 
shadow’s. She was confused, shocked, dumbfounded. It didn’t matter what she was, 
though, because in that brief moment of being caught off-guard, Justin’s shadow 
regained control of the weapon and fired a shot off right in to her gut. 


“Maya!” Yosuke shouted out once he saw the muzzle flash. 


Maya’s eyes widened in pain, though no words emerged from her mouth, no scream 
of agony, only muffled sounds of pain, as she gripped her gut. Justin’s shadow 
smirked as he pushed Maya off of him using his knee. He stood up, looking down on 
her as she curled up in a fetal position for a brief moment, before turning to the rest 
of the group again. 


“What an unexpected turn of events!” 
“You bastard!” Yosuke grunted from where he was laying. 


Chie was probably the second most pissed off, right after Yosuke, but she couldn’t 
find a single word to say. Maya had gotten shot because she had jumped out to stop 
the shadow from shooting Chie. She was dumbfounded that someone would put 
their life on the line for someone they barely knew; one who had practically hated 
her guts since the day she had started haunting Justin’s nightmares. And suddenly 
Chie felt like shit, knowing she was hating someone who would put their life on the 
line to save someone who screwed her out of the one person she loved. 


“That’s what happens when rabid dogs don’t listen to their masters. Isn’t 
that right. Come on now, come crawling to master.” 


Maya looked up at the shadow from the corner of her eyes, still writhing in pain, 
blood pouring from her open wound into her hand. She tried to speak, but couldn't, 
her words drowned out by her pain. 


“Il said crawl!” 


The shadow kicked her right where the bullet had impacted her stomach, sending 
her rolling over to the other side, tears rolling down her face. Everyone was forced 
to look on helplessly, unable to move and stop Justin’s shadow from torturing Maya 
as she laid in agony on the ground. The shadow smirked again slightly before 
turning back to everyone else. He smirked only harder when he noticed Chie trying 
to incher her way slowly towards him, dragging her legs as she tried to make her 
way over to Maya. 


“Oh, you want to help her, is that it? Maybe if you ask nicely, I'll let go of 
the strings.” Chie glared at him, her teeth clenched together so hard, she was 
almost sure they were going to crack under their own pressure. All the same, she 
continued inching her way over. “Go on, Say it. ‘Please, Mr Tylor, Please let 
Maya go.’” Chie didn’t so much as listen to the shadow, continuing to inch her way 
forward. At least, she had until the shadow pointed the revolver straight at Maya’s 
head. “Say it!” 


Chie stopped dead in her tracks. She didn’t want to give Justin’s shadow the 
satisfaction, no one did; but he was holding an already gravely wounded Maya at 
gunpoint. They had to do something, even if they didn’t want to. Chie bit at her lip 
for a moment, not sure whether to go through with it. “P-Please, Mr Tylor... Let 
Maya go...” She felt dirty just letting those words slip from her mouth, but she knew 
damn well she had to. The shadow smirked, moving the gun away from Maya’s 
head, pushing his dictator hat up using the barrel of the gun. 


“Now see what happens when you act civil?” The shadow laughed for a 
moment before snapping his fingers, disappearing into a thick cloud of purple 
smoke. The investigation team that had been sitting half up when their limbs had 
been frozen in place soon fell to the ground, their muscles having loosened up as 
the shadow disappeared. Even though Chie was already standing up, it was Yosuke 
who was the first to make it to Maya, having started to run over to her before even 
standing up, tripping on his feet the whole way there. 


“Maya, are you alright!?” Yosuke shouted, lightly rolling her over to her back so 
they could get a look at the wound. She still had her hands over the wound, blood 
seeping through the cracks of her finger. Tears were streaming down her eyes, a 
whimper coming from her trembling lips as Yosuke removed her hands from the 
wound. It was bleeding real bad; and the bullet seemed to have made its way 
deeper into her stomach thanks to Justin’s shadow kicking her when she was down. 


Yukiko soon rushed over to inspect the wound. She was the ‘medic’ of the team so 
to speak. Yosuke knew some healing spells, but nothing in comparison to Yukiko’s 
persona. If anything she’d be the best to handle Maya’s wound. She carefully 
examined the wound, trying to get a good idea of how bad it was without hurting 
Maya, though she did have to touch the bullet hole at least once. Maya’s weeping 


only seemed to grow louder in the process before Maya started pressing down on 
the wound, attempting to clot the blood as best as she could. 


“Please tell me you can do something!” Yosuke shouted at Yukiko. 


“I can only close the wound; someone would have to remove the bullet first. It’s too 
deep though, and we risk infection of we try to pull it out with our hands.” 


“Goddammit!” Yosuke shouted before leaning down closer to Maya, grabbing her 
hand with both of hers. “C’mon, hang in there...” 


“There’s got to be something we can do.” Yu spoke over to Yukiko. 
“Nothing short of getting her to a hospital.” 


“No!” Maya immediately shouted as soon as the word hospital slipped from Yukiko’s 
mouth. Chie passed a worried glance around. It was just how Justin reacted the first 
time they needed to bring him to one; though, a concussion was a lot less serious 
than a bullet wound. She absolutely needed to go, no question about it. 


“Maya, you have a bullet in your gut, you are bleeding at an alarming rate, and we 
can’t dig it out. You HAVE to go.” Chie tried to explain to her, sternly but gently at 
the same time. Maya’s breathing started to fluctuate, tears starting to stream even 
faster. Yukiko flashed Chie a look, one that Chie immediately understood what it 
was supposed to mean. If Maya kept acting up like this, she was just going to make 
the bleeding worse. She needed to calm down. Maya suddenly turned her head over 
to Yosuke, her grip on his hands tightening. 


“Please... Yosuke...” She was starting to breathe slower, much to the alarm of the 
others. “Don’t make me go...” Yosuke stared at her for a moment, his chest 
suddenly feeling heavy. Of all the people she could have asked to make that 
decision, it had to be him. She needed to get to the hospital, but the way she was 
pleading with him, her eyes drenched with tears... It pained him to have to say no 
to her. 


“Don’t worry, nothing will go wrong... | promise you...” He said trying to reassure 
her. Maya’s grip loosened slightly around his hand, much to his concern. 


“Her breathing’s slowing down.” Yukiko passed along to Yosuke, a concerned look 
on her face. 


“Hey, stay with us!” Yosuke spoke to her, gently shaking her shoulder. She was 
starting to lose consciousness. None of them were doctors or anything, but they 
couldn’t imagine that was a good thing. Her eyes flickered back to life from Yosuke 
shaking her though. She looked back at him with pleading eyes, mouthing the word 
please to him. Yosuke bit his bottom lip before picking her body up from off of the 
ground, legs in one arm, torso in the other. “Do you think you could press on the 


wound, Maya.” Maya looked around at those around her for a brief moment, before 
nodding slightly, placing her hands against the open hole in her chest. 


“We don’t have much time, Teddie, you know the way back, right?” Yukiko spoke 
up, with slight authority. 


“Y-Yeah.” 


“Alright, we have to go, fast.” She said, ordering everyone, though Yosuke 
especially since he had been the one carrying Maya. He looked down at her for a 
brief moment, her eyes having closed since he had picked her up. She was still 
conscious though, much to Yosuke’s relief. Her head slowly rolled over to the 
side,pressing up against Yosuke’s shoulder. Yosuke couldn’t help but feel a certain 
sadness seeing her like this; and he barely even knew her. He sighed slightly before 
forcing his legs to run. 


“Oh hey, look. More FUCKING stairs. Just what | wanted.” Justin shouted, as he 
continued to slowly crawl his way up the tower. 


He still felt like vomiting at this point, but apparently there were no more fluids left 
in his stomach. Part of him wondered if he was making any progress at all; if he 
looked back, would he still see the bottom of the staircase? He had been inching his 
way up for the last eight or so hours. He was thirsty, hungry, tired, and scared 
shitless by the trial his shadow had put in front of him. And it certainly didn’t help 
that he could swear the stairs were getting steeper as he made his way up. If he 
wasn’t going insane, and they WERE getting steeper, he’d have to stop crawling, 
instead using the barbed wire coated wall as support. Tear his hand off, or lose 
control of your legs and fall down a million flights of stairs. Tough choice. 


It took a few moments of climbing more, but Justin eventually stopped. He had been 
crawling for hours, and he had enough. He carefully stood up, his knees shaking 
Slightly, before he turned around and sat down on the stairs behind him. He wanted 
to fall asleep where he had been crawling, but he knew damn well that if he got too 
comfortable sleeping on the stairs, he could roll straight down them in the middle of 
his sleep. He starred down the bottomless abyss of the staircase for a moment more 
before his eyes fluttered shut into the dream world. 


December 9, 2009 


“Maya, you here?” Justin spoke up silently as he rounded their usual corner to their 
hangout spot in the alley. He felt bad about having to reject her plan like that 


yesterday, but... He knew it was for the best. She could get hurt really bad if things 
went wrong. He was happy to find that Maya had in fact been sitting near the 
dumpster as usual, smoking a cigarette as she turned her head to acknowledge 
Justin’s existence. 


“Oh. Hey.” She didn’t sound very enthused that Justin had made his way over. 
Perhaps she was expecting him not to show after the day prior’s incident. He sighed 
Slightly, getting ready to take a seat next to Maya, when he noticed something odd. 
Resting besides Maya, was an old, broken television set that she had been running 
her fingers in and out of, creating shimmers along the surface. The screen was all in 
one piece, but the attena, the body, the fact that it looked like something from the 
50’s; there was no way that was a working television. And yet, she could use it to 
her advantage all the same. 


“Okay, dare | ask?” 


“Well after you told me | couldn’t use your TV yesterday, | took a trip to the dump to 
see if they had anything that’d respond to my touch. Sure enough they had this. 
Pretty sure it doesn’t work, but | can stick stuff in and pull it out no problem.” 


“So you’re still trying to go through with this?” 


“Why shouldn't I? This is my ticket out of the slums. | can make a fortune off of 
this.” She said, looking up at Justin with a slight expression of anger. 


“Maya... You realize what you’re getting involved with, right? | just don’t want you 
to get into trouble doing this.” 


“Well | appreciate the concern but | can make my OWN decisions in life.” She said, 
her glare not subsiding to Justin’s half-assed attempt at explaining why he had more 
or less kicked her out of his house. | mean, sure, it wasn’t like he said ‘get out of my 
house,’ or anything like that, but once he cut off access to the television, well, she 
had no reason to be there. 


“| just want you to make the right decisions, you know?” 


“Live and learn.” She added smugly before taking one last drag of her cigarette, 
stomping it out under her sneaker. She sighed slightly as she stood up, stretching 
her back before turning to Justin. “I’m going in to grab an order for Kurt. You can 
come with, or you can stay out here. Your choice.” 


Justin puffed out some hot air. He still thought this was a terrible idea, but 
technically, he couldn’t stop Maya from going through the screen. He had tried that 
once before, after all, and all that did was get him dragged in with her. And really, if 
she was going to do this no matter what he said, he’d at least like to make sure she 
was Safe. If something happened to Maya while she was on the other side... He 
didn’t know what he’d do. 


“...Alright. Let’s go.” 


Maya shot him a look of surprise for a moment, though that immediately subsided 
into a smile. She had assumed that Justin had changed his stance on the issue, 
though in actuality, it had just been that Justin was trying to minimize the damage 
done by Maya’s terrible decisions. She held out her hand, grabbing Justin by the 
wrist before stepping through the screen, Justin following behind her cautiously. 


May 30, 2011 


“Oh good, she’s coming to.” 


Maya awoke to the sight of checkerboard ceiling panels staring down at her. She 
went to sit up, Knowing full well where she was, when she felt a sharp pain in her 
stomach. She moaned slightly in pain before dropping back to her original position, 
starring up at the ceiling once more. 


“Try not to move.” Yosuke spoke to her gently, as he made his way over to her side. 
Maya rolled her head over as Yosuke crouched down to try and make eye contact 
with her. Maya smiled slightly, though that was overcome soon after by a slight hiss 
of pain. Yosuke grabbed her hand in both of his, allowing her to grip at them 
whenever she felt a surge of pain. It always used to help Yosuke when he was in 
pain to have something to grab onto. 


“O-Oh, hey Yosuke...” Maya choked up, a barely audible whisper coming from her 
throat. Yosuke smiled at her slightly, happy to see that she was still alive and 
kicking. 


“I’m glad to see you're okay.” 


“I've been better.” She joked slightly, though laughing only seemed to make her gut 
hurt, so she knocked that off almost immediately. Yosuke shook his head to the 
sides slightly, a wide grin across his face. “Wh-where are the others? Did they find 
Justin yet...?” 


“W-Well, no... They’re all outside waiting.” Maya’s smile soon faded into a frown, a 
look of worriment in her eyes. What were they all doing here, waiting for her to get 
out of the hospital? They don’t even know who she is, save maybe Chie, but it was 
clear to Maya she didn’t like her one bit. Shouldn’t they all be out looking for Justin? 
| mean, after what his shadow said... What if he wasn’t bluffing? What if his shadow 
really had killed Justin already? Her breathing started to quicken for a brief moment 
until the pain slowed it back down to its regular rhythm. “H-Hey, easy now. You 
have to stay calm or you'll never get better.” 


“But, Justin—“ 


“Justin’s a fighter, he won’t go down without a fight.” Yosuke tried to reassure her, a 
smile on his face. 


“Going down with a fight is still going down...” Yosuke paused for a moment, his 
smile turning into a frown at Maya’s remark. 


“,.1-l guess if you want to look at it that way...” 


Maya sighed for a second, her eyes blinking slowly as she barely hung out her 
conscious state of being. “I told you guys | don’t want to go to the hospital...” 


“Maya... Why do you not like hospitals so much?” Yosuke questioned. He felt like an 
ass for asking it, but he had to know why she had panicked so much back there. 
Maya averted her eyes, opting instead to look at the corner of the chair Yosuke had 
been sitting on a moment earlier. 


“Do you know what it’s like seeing someone you love with tubes sticking down their 
throats? Not sure if they’ll make it through another night, or if they’ll ever wake up? 
What it’s like to see them being treated like some sort of vegetable, food and water 
being pumped through needles in their arms? | never want that to happen to me. I’d 
rather die than become some medical novelty.” She choked up, her voice slightly 
raspy as the words came out of her mouth. Yosuke averted his eyes from Maya, 
opting instead to look at the ground, his head hung slightly in shame. 


“Oh... I’m sorry | didn’t mean...” 
“No, it’s alright. | talked about it a lot in therapy, so I’m used to it...” 


“You mind if | ask who it was.” Maya looked at Yosuke for a brief moment, her eyes 
barely staying open. She was clearly exhausted, yet, something about this 
conversation, something about Yosuke was keeping her awake. 


“It’s... Not important...” 


“| understand...” Yosuke choked up, his vision still directed at the floor. Though, his 
vision soon shifted to the PA system that had been hooked above the door to 
Maya’s room as it seemed to buzz to life, static roaring from the other side. 


Attention visitors; visiting hours have concluded for the day. Please make your way 
to the exit’s as soon as possible, thank you. 


Yosuke sighed slightly. Figures Maya just woke up and he already had to leave. The 
others didn’t even get to see how she was doing yet. He should have invited them 
in once she woke up, instead of engaging in idle chit-chat like this. 


“l-I’m sorry, | have to—“ 


“Don’t be sorry, it’s not your fault.” Maya smiled at him. “Just... Promise me one 
thing.” 


“Y-Yes?” 
“Promise me you'll find Justin.” 


Yosuke smiled that goofy grin of his. “Of course we will. He’ll be back before you 
even know it.” Yosuke gave a tip of his head before slowly making his way to the 
door. His hand was only centimeters away from the door handle when he heard 
Maya speak up again from the opposite side of the room. 


“H-Hey Yosuke...?” 
“Amm?” 
“Will you come and visit me again?” 


Yosuke’s eyes widened in slight surprise. Maya barely even knew him, yet here she 
was asking for him to come back and visit her. He felt his stomach get tied into 
knots as the question processed in his brain, unsure of what Maya’s intentions were. 
It took a moment, but Yosuke eventually smiled that wide grin of his back over to 
where he layed. She could barely see it with the way her head was positioned, but 
she smiled faintly back. 


“You didn’t even need to ask.” 


